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Tread it in the Gramtner longagoe, 

Moore I iuft, a verfein Horace, right,you haueit. 

Now whata thingitistobean A lie, 

Heercs no found left, the old man hath found their gilt* 

And fends the weapons wraptabout with lines, & * 
That woimd(bG.yondtbeirfceling)to the quick' 

But were our witty Emprefle well a foote. 

She would applaud Andronicut conceit, 

Butlctherreftin hervnreft awhile. 

And new young Lords, waftitiot a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome fhiatoger3,and more theirfo 
Gaptiucs to be aduanced to this height ? 

It did me goodbcforethePallacegate, 

Tobraue the Tribune in his brothershearing. 

Demet. But me more good to fee fo great a Lord? 

Bafely inftmutc, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafon Lord D enutrint. 

Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Demet, I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
At fuch a bay, by turne to ferue our 1 ufL 
Cloircn. A charitable wilh and full of loue. 

Moore, Heerc lacks but your motherfor to fay Amen, 
£hiron. And that would fiiefortwcnty thou land more. 
Demet, Come let vs goe and pray to all the Gods 
For our bsloucd mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods hauegiuen vs ouer. ' 
IT rum yets found. 

*Dtm, Why do the Emperors trumpets flouriih thus? 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath afonne. 
Dsme, S ofe> who comes heerc ? 

Enter Nurfe with a black* a Meore chi/de. 

T^jir, Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Arontht 
Aren. Well, more orleflc,orncrea whit at all, (Moore 
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of Tim An&ronicu&i 

Heerc Arott is, and what with Aron now ? 

Nurfe, Oh gentle Aron, we are all vndonc. 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermorc. 

Aron, Why whatacatterwallingdoft thoukcepe 3 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes? 

Nurfe* O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 

Our Emprefle lhamc, and ftately Romes difgracc. 

She is ddiucred Lords, Hie is deliuered. 

Aron, Towhomc? 

Nurfe* I meanc fhc is brought a bed. 

Arond'NoX God giuc her good reft,vvhathathhe fent her? 
2{urfe. A detrill. 

Aron. Why then Ihe is the Deuils Dam, a ioyfull iflue, 
Nurfe. A ioy les, difmall , black e, and forro w full iflu« s 
Heerc is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy fealc, 
Andbidstheechriftenit with thy daggerspoint. 

eA'ren, Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a hue? 

Sweet blows.you area beautious bloflbme fure. 

Deme, ViHainewhat haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndene our mother. 

Aron, Villaine,lhaue done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein hellifti dog thou haftvndone, 

Woe to her chance, and dambdlierloathedchoycc, 

Accurft theoffpring of fofoule a fiend. 

Chiron , It fhali notliue. 

Aron. It fhali not die. 

Nurfe. Aren it mull, the mother wiis it fo. 

Aren, What muft it Nurfe ? then let no man but I, 

Doc execution on my flefh and blood, 

Dem, Uebroacb the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

N arfe giueit me, myfword fhali fooaedifpatch it. 
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